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Original Poetry. 



[June. 



SEVEKITV OF PUNISHMENT FOR LESS 
OFFENCE* LKADS TO TJIE COMMIS- 
SION OF GI'.EAT CRIMES. 

"I was once present" (says (fil- 
bert Wakefield,) "at theexecuiioii of 
a man of° undaniited firmness, and 
(saving this aclipn of robbing a tra- 
veller of a few shillings, without in- 
sult or ill-usag|E, under the seduclion 
of an harilencd accomplice;) ot an 
unexceptionable character, lledit-.d 
wilhnot bravado, and williout obdu- 
racy ; under a due sense of his aw- 
ful situation ; vi'ith the magnaniniity 
of an hero : despising! lh>it nitre l]es^<, 
and unequal senience which had 
broui;h^ hitn to this sad condition. 
' Had X known,' says he, ' that. I 



should have suffered thus fcr that 
otlence, 1 would not have so easily 
been taken !' lip was a man 
of Herculean strength, and ca|)al)lc 
uf destroying half a dozen consta- 
bles, befoiB he could have been se- 
cured " 

Life of Waktficld, i'. I , p. 3 1 3—3 1 5 . 

M'lTTo OF A COOb CITIZEN. 

" Under the goveriiinent of laws, 

what is the iiiolii) of a {^notl citiveii ? 

To obey punctualtj, and to censure 

Jreely."''^ 

htnlhaius Fias;inmts of Gcternment. 

• S^e the motto in thp title-page of thi^ 
yolume. 



ORIGINAL POETRY. 



A BORDEB.-BALLAD. 

Lock tiie door, LarUtcn, Lion of Lid- 

dcsdale ! 
Lock the door, Lariston, Lowther come? 

on; 
The Armstrongs are flying, the widows 

are crying. 
The Castleton's burning, and Oliver's 

gone. 
Lock the door, Lariston, high on the 

weather-gleam 
See how the Kaxon plumes boh on the sky ; 
Yeomen, and Carbinier — Bilman, and Hd' 

badier ; 
Fierce is the forage, and war is the cry. 
Mewcastlc brandishes high his proud scy- 

metar, 
Ridley is riding his fleet-footed greyj 
Ridley, and Howard there — Wandal, and 

Windermere, 
Lock the door, Lariston, hold them at 

bay. 
Why dost thou smile, noble Elliot of La- 
riston, 
TA'hy does the joy-candle beam in thine 

eye ? 
Thou bold border-ranger, beware of thy 

danger, 
Thy foes are relentless, determin'd, and 

nigh. 
—Little know'st thou of our moss-troop-. 

erj might, 



Linbope, and Sorby true: — Sandhope, and 

Heiibourue too, 
Gentle in manner, but lions in fight. 
I have ftlangerton, Ogilvie, Radburne, 

and Netherbie, 
Old Sim of Whitram, and all l>is array : 
Come all Northumberland, Teesdale, and 

Cumberland, 
Here at the Breaken-tower shall end the 

fray. 
Scowl'd the broad Sun o'er the links of 

green Liddesdale, 
Red as the beacon-light, tipt by the wold. 
Many a martial eye mirror'd the morning 

»ky. 

And never more op'd on his orbit of gold : 
Shrill was the bugle's note — dreaotful the 

warrior's shout ! 
Lances and halberis in splinters weie 

borne, 
Helmet and Hauberth then, brav'd the 

Claymore in vain. 
Buckler and armlet in shivers were torn ; 
See how they wave the proud files of the 

Windermere, 
Howard, all woe to thy hopes of the day ; 
Hear the wide welkin rend, while the 

Scots shouts ascend, 
Elliott of Lariston, ElUott for aye ! 

L. 



